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and many a tiny supper or luncheon party at the theatre or at
home.

Herbert had a kind of hero-worship for his father. Nothing
gave him so much pleasure as when " The Sire/' as I always
called him, came to us to be entertained. Of course he was always
a great figure at our more important; feasts: but: Herbert took
childish delight in his father's dignified delight over good wines,
choice food and a luxurious cigar at our own house : and I caught
from Herbert a tender pride in trying to elicit approbation from
this Spartan bon v-hmw.

Mr. Bccrbohm (the name Beerbohm was originally Dutch, by
the bye, and was spelt Beerboom) was born iu ;iBxo, the youngest
son of parents who lived to an extreme old age, and of a family
of immense strength and splendid physique, so that it was said
" Nothing kills a Beerbohni but an axe/1 The home for gener-
ations was a small estate near Mianel, on the Russian border*
Herbert's sisters describe this as a rambling house, long and
low and wide, with .many outbuildings and stables and with
a beautiful garden, a riot of syringa and honeysuckle. Distin-
guished guests, such as an Emperor of Russia and a King of
Prussia, seem to have been welcomed in what must evidently
have been this picturesque and romantic home of the. Beerhohms
on the Baltic Sou, But these august visitations must have
occurred either before or after the lime of Herbert's father,
for he did not personally encounter thorn. At eighteen lie left
Germany altogether, and took up his abode in Franco, loving
all his life French people and everything that was French* lie
was somewhat of a dandy in those days, and his great height
and good looks gained him a nickname among his Parisian friends.
They called him, not Monsieur Beerbohm, but ** Monsieur
Su-perbe Homme." After ton years he migrated to England,
where, lodging in St. James's Square, ho led a bachelor existence,
full of gay and simple joi^dc^mvrc^ lie did not marry till he
was forty, and then he chow the charming and radiant Constantsa
Beerbohm, who dial, alas ! before her thirtieth year.

He was a man of beautiful, courtly manners; of divine
humour, of wide intelligence, of vivid industry, tempered by
vivid absent-mindedness. (It is told of him that he once